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The bark divides, the living load to free,

And safe delivers the convulsive tree.

The ready nymphs receive the crying child,        370

And wash him in the tears the parent plant

distilled.
They swathed him with their scarfs; beneath

him spread
The ground with herbs; with roses raised his

head.

The lovely babe was born with every grace;
Even envy must have praised so fair a face:       ^5
Such was his form, as painters, when they show
Their utmost art, on naked loves bestow;
And that their arms no difference might betray,
Give him a bow, or his from Cupid take away.
Time glides along, with undiscovered haste,
The future but a length behind the past,
So swift are years ; the babe, whom just before
His grandsire got, and whom his sister bore ;
The drop, the thing which late the tree inclosed,
And late the yawning bark to life exposed;
A babe, a boy, a beauteous youth appears ;*
And lovelier than himself at riper years.
Now to the queen of love he gave desires,
And, with her pains, revenged his mother's fires.

* Adonis.